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OCTOBER,

1950

JUST

ANOTHER

YEAR ? ??

Beginning new things holds a fascination for everyone, and
College students especially seem to have more opportunity for
sparking their enthusiasm. We looked forward to coming to U.D.
this fall, and our eagerness was more intense if this was not the first

year. Our enthusiasm at the beginning of the year is at its highest
pitch. If we want to keep it up, we have to understand the value
of the enterprise we are starting.

During this school year we are going to come to a greater
knowledge of the truth, the all-important thing in the fight against
the godless ideas that try to worm their way into our lives. The
present day atmosphere of paganism cannot be avoided. We must
have truth to overcome it. Truth is like gold nuggets that have to
be separated from iron pyrites. It must be mined and then separated
from falsehood. We have to be willing to accept it when we find
it. The most precious item of this school year is the chance to
possess the truth. But possession alone is not enough. We must also
spread the truth. The major battles being fought today are not with
bullets. They are with ideas and ideals. In the time of the crusaders,
the truth was protected with force. ‘Today it is protected by a
different method. Nova Bella Elegit Dominus! ‘The Lord has chosen
new wars. (Judges 5:8) The deposit of truth today is safeguarded

through the Blessed Virgin. God is manifesting this more clearly as
time goes on.
Our Blessed Mother has a very special mission in our world.
She is Mother of the Mystical Body — our Mother. She has all
the duties of a Mother — to nourish the Mystical Body, to make it
grow by adding new members, to educate it in the truth. But she
does not bear all the responsibility alone. As Children of Mary, we
each have a special job to do. Each of us has a personal responsibility
to understand, enliven, and spread the truth in our own environment.
But it all has to be done as a part of our Mother’s work. We have
to understand Mary’s mission to understand our own place in society.
The seal of the Society of Mary symbolizes this
very Clearly. Mary’s hand is holding the flame of
apostolic zeal that should keep us ever working on
the most important job in the world —to spread
truth where falsehood now reigns. The roses symbolize the joy of one who knows he is doing his part.
But the roses are not without the thorns that come
along with anything really worth while.
Understanding our part in Mary’s fight against the false ideas of
today, and living it, is the key to a happy life and the way to victory
and success. This year is really a year of grace. The truth is at our
disposal. A serious search for it and a diffusion of it will make this a

blue ribbon year. It won’t be “Just Another Year.”
—Luioyp Misue.
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From

the Office of the President .. .

We are very happy to welcome you, Freshmen, new students and old, to the
family of the University of Dayton. May you find happiness in belonging to it as
long as you live, first of all as students and later as alumni. It is a good family,
well-established, with wholesome traditions, and with a fairly enviable record of
achievement.
This Dayton family is beginning its second century. The history of its first
century reveals that it was founded on supernatural faith, and also human trust
and daring. These traits of its founders and pioneers have been passed on to this
day, and have been the source of the fruitfulness of the works of all those associated
with it, and of the consequent progress of which we can now be the beneficiaries.
The temper of the nation and of the world at this time seems often to reflect
not faith, but fear, not human trust, but misgivings, not daring, but cowardice.

Many are predicting a Third World War.

The rich join with the poor in crying

for security.

in their youth

Men

who

were

courageous

cringe in middle

age,

despairing of the future.
May your affiliation with the University of Dayton family strengthen your
supernatural faith, your human trust and daring. Whilst intensely seeking
knowledge and acquiring skills adequate for whatever purposes you need for your
life-plans, favor your classes in religion, philosophy, and the social sciences. The
principles of these studies must be the foundation of other departments of
instruction. With knowledge and skills there must also be moral, Christian, and—
for those of the Catholic faith—Catholic living. Your Alma Mater can help you

in all of this, if you will only let her.
Yours sincerely,

fo Lenwchu: fy
Head of the U.D. Family.
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- - - “YOU‘RE

A

REAL

1950

MAN”

By Francis X. Ryan
@ J ran into an old Navy buddy
the other day and I couldn’t even
remember his name. . . . We had
been in the same outfit overseas, had
survived bombing raids and jungle
fevers together, had sweltered under
the blazing tropic sun and taken

part in the same endless bull-sessions, and I couldn’t even remember
his name. . . . He didn’t remember
mine

either,

but

that

was

small

comfort. Why it had only been...
was it six years?
Six years is a long time in the life
of a young man. And each year,
they say, the ties that bind those
service friendships grow dimmer.. ..
You find yourself fishing for a guy’s

name, trying to recall the details of
that incident. . . . Did that happen
in Honolulu or Numeia?
Come

to think

of it, Gil is the

only one of the outfit I’m still in
touch with. But then Gil Hall was
an unusual case. No one who ever

knew Gil, could forget him.
There was nothing unusual in his

appearance. He was a tall slim blond,
similar in externals to a score of
other recruits going through radio
training that year in California. Al-

though he was from Chicago, the

most of us, Gil used

The outstanding thing about Gil

to spend a lot of time reading. He

though, was his virtue. In the midst

Older

than

always seemed to have a book under
his arm. (How often I’ve looked
back on those years and wished I
had had similar foresight.) A casual
conversation with Gil quickly showed his wide knowledge in almost all
fields. We used to call him the
“walking encyclopedia” and we gave
him our cross-word puzzles to finish.
There was
he could not
it navigation
ing disputes,
Tunney title
in the 1933

hardly a subject that
discuss intelligently, be
or baseball. All sportsuch as the number of
defenses or the teams
World Series were re-

ferred to Gil for settlement. Rarely
was he stumped.
A better than average athlete in
most sports, Gil met his Waterloo
at the swimming tank. “But I’ve got
the theory down fine,” he’d say
with a grin. He took perverse delight
in the fact that the Navy’s best
swimming instructors couldn’t teach
him to swim.
For over three years he was periodically exposed to the fundamentals
of the aquatic art, ably demonstrated by swimming coaches from Chicago to California, and all with the

same result. For ten yards he’d go

Cards were his favorite ball club.
“They’ve got fire,” he used to say.
It was a mutual interest in sports

fine; at twenty yards, they’d have to
dive for him.

that drew us together. After you got
to know him, Gil was a great

for calisthenics called out as a token

“kidder,” he was always trying to
get a rise out of his friends.
October, 1950

One

of the instructors,

a fanatic

of vulgarity and filth, he stood out
like

a

shining

pillar.

He

never

preached or remonstrated, but his
actions spoke with an eloquence that
moved us all.
There was the time that Fogarty

came back to the base drunk. Gil
was trying to put him to bed before
the Master-At-Arms showed up.
Limp as a wet dish-rag, Fogarty was
singing Irish melodies off-key. Gil
finally got him quieted and into the
sack. Just as he was turning to leave,
Fogarty, in a surge of gratitude,
blurted

thick-tongued,

“Shay,

Gil,

you're a real man.”
There it was . . . blunt, unprefaced, embarrassingly frank, and yet

Shakespeare himself couldn’t have
said it better, or more truthfully.

Such a tribute has often been applied to the Patrick Henrys, and
the Hancocks, to those who carry

their principles like flaming banners,
and who, when their ideals
threatened, rise to battle. Gil

are
was

more the Lincoln type, quiet, sincere, almost subtle, but nevertheless effective. I can recall only one
occasion when Gil got “violent.”
At that time the squadron was
operating off the beach in the Solomons. The crews were quartered in
tents scattered in the jungle. Men

of his despair, “Hall, next time you

living under combat conditions, in

sink

close personal contact for months,
were bound to have their differences.

to the

bottom,

don’t

there. Do some pushups.”

just lie

Page 3

Personalities

rubbed

raw

and

DANNY

even

an easy going guy like Gil had his
black moments.

By Catherine

Bates, the enlisted crew leader was

an overbearing fellow and he and
Gil never did hit it off. He had Gil
figured for a soft-touch and saddled
him unfairly with many menial
tasks, often just to show his authority. Ordinarily Gil accepted them
with a wry grin, but one day he
exploded: “The hell with you Bates
. . Do it yourself.”
We
that,
guage.
Bates

all snapped to attention at
for Gil rarely used such lanWith a storm of profanity,
made it clear that this was it.

Hot words flashed back and forth.

. . . Then, suddenly, Gil’s tone
changed. With an almost icy calm,
he

said,

“Bates,

let’s

step

outside

and settle this thing once and for
an

Oh, and there is another thing I
must teach you. If you ever see a

long, thin, brown, wriggling thing

Carson

@ He might have been a Gainsborough boy with his titian hair and
his light blue eyes. As the sun
caught the far-away look in his eyes,
he was just another laddie in an
indescribable position on a log jutting over the water. His toes splashed aimlessly in the cool blue water,
and his hands fashioned little rivulets.

In

fact,

his

entire

demeanor

mirrored the ecstasy that only
small boy can get from water.

a

His eyes lighted with interest as
he saw a little fish about a foot
under the water. A larger fish, his
pop perhaps, seemed to be giving
the little fellow a sound lecture with

an emphasis on the end of the little
fish’s tail. Oh! what a delight. Now,
the old fellow was saying:

.”

essary equipment, including a great
heart and righteous cause.

“For the last time, I am telling
you to stay away from the bottom
of the water. For one thing it is full
of weeds and you will get stuck and
there will be the devil to pay, with

One of his favorite quotations was
the one attributed to Gallahad: “My
strength is as the strength of ten,

days. Every time you get your tail
stuck, we have to haul you off to Dr.

The

last part of that quotation

was particularly appropriate. In all
the years I knew Gil — in training,

the price of penicillin so high these

water being broken by the oars of an
approaching boat. The swords clashed and the cold steel seemed to find
a fiendish delight in the blood it

“And

another thing
— stay away

from the large fish, even those as
medium-sized as myself. You would
out for himself, and the more dinners the large fish can provide from

Page 4

“Man the gunposts.” ‘There was a
clanking of chains as they pulled
their guns over to the edge of the
vessel. They fired one shot after another. Then, there was complete

silence except for the noise of the

company

(Continued on Page 20)

Everything seemed so quiet, until
there was the roar of a cannon not
very far away. Captain Kidd shouted,

shot or two to ward off an attack
of finitis.

be a good dinner for them. With the
price of food so high, every one is

and in all manner of cir-

Danny chuckled happily. Then he
casually tossed a rock into the water.
And what do you think happened?
A huge wave rolled away from the
shore and a large sailing vessel materialized. Who do you suppose appeared — Captain
Kidd himself.

Deepwater to have him give you a

in the war zone, on liberty in “wide-

open Navy-towns”, in all kinds of

ward into the great blue yonder.

ed him up and took him way, way
to the top where he could see probably twenty, ten or even a hundred
miles away, maybe!

Carrying 170 pounds on his six-foot

perfect characterization of his philosophy.

boy’s face, and with an awe-stricken
countenance, he disappeared down-

it by himself; so, Captain Kidd pick-

Bates’ reputation suffered, but he
was lucky at that. Stepping out with
Gil in that frame of mind would
have been inviting serious injury.

because my heart is pure.” It was a

With these last words of warning,

the little fish looked right up in the

They boarded the huge vessel, and
with a loud clanking noise the anchor was lifted. The boat gave a heave
that seemed to come from its very
depths. Oh, brother! This is the life!
Taking Danny’s hand, Captain Kidd
escorted him all over the ship. First,
there was the mast at full sail. Of
course, Danny was too little to climb

It was the talk of the squadron for
days.

man by nature, he had all the nec-

pole will be a huge giant ready to
swallow you up.”

“Come with me, little boy.” Danny

But the color drained from Bates’
face, his eyes watered, he sputtered
a curse and strode out of the tent
and down the road, leaving behind

frame, Gil was in perfect condition
at all times. Although not a fighting

at the end of this worm will be a
string, and at the end of the string
will be a pole and at the end of the

was speechless with excitement.

They were both about the same
size and it seemed like a good
match.

him a chorus of “Well, P’ll be...

sticking its nose in these parts, don’t
make a strike for him. He will look
very appetizing and all of that, but

somebody

else’s family, the better.

drew from the hot flesh of the fighting men. Danny took cover in one
of the chests and occasionally, when

a second of quiet would reign, he
would slowly lift the lid and poke
(Continued

on Page 20)
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Frederic

Chopin

— Polish

Patriot, Musician

and

Composer

Second prize in the Centennial Creative Writing Contest.
By Mary Jo Huth
@ One hundred years ago on October

17, 1849,

occurred

the death

of the great Polish patriot and composer, Frederic Chopin. He died at
the age of forty in exile at Paris,
while his native Poland, then as
now, was dominated by the Russians
and other occupying forces. Chopin
was truly God’s chosen musical
spokesman for a Poland ravaged by
pagan war lords.

Frederic Chopin was born Febtuary 22, 1809, of Nicholas Chopin

and Justina Krzyzanowska at the vil-

the Warsaw Lyceum. Until then he
had been taught at home with several boarders whom his father adopted to supplement his income. Atthe
beginning a diligent student, young
Chopin soon found his lessons irksome, as his thoughts were constantly on music. Indeed, music was
about the only profession open to
Chopin. Warsaw was too tightly
controlled by Russians and Jews to
promise him a business career, and
he was physically incapable of heavy,

manual labor. The only other pro-

lage of Zelazowa Wola near Moscow. Frederic, their only son, was

fession within Chopin’s abilities was
acting, for he was an irrepressible
and outstanding mimic.

ily life of the Chopins was simple

The year 1825 was a turning point
in Frederic Chopin’s life. He pre-

the third of four children. The fam-

and homely, yet surrounded by an
atmosphere of culture. Soon after
Frederic’s birth, the Chopins moved

to Warsaw where Nicholas had been
appointed professor of French at the
Lyceum. ‘Their home soon became

the rendezvous

of poets, painters,

professors, and other learned men.

age of six he was placed under the

instruction of the esteemed Czech
musician, Adalbert Zywny. His first
recorded public performance was on
his eighth birthday at a charity concert organized by the great poet,
man of letters and statesman, Niem-

cewicz.
was so
he was
to the

The distinguished audience
captivated by his artistry that
thereafter frequently invited
courts of princes to present

Elsner,

director

of

Warsaw’s Conservatory of Music.
In

1824,

at the age of fourteen,

Frederic was entered as a pupil at
October, 1950

plot failed, but it started the conflagration, the following day a new
government was constituted and war
was proclaimed against the oppressors. The nation became an armed

camp, everyone intoxicated with the
hope of a free and united Poland

him

Russia,

and

his

Opus

I, the

The

latter

occasion

was

of

para-

mount importance to young ChopBut he was not happy, nor was he

not

to

return

to

Poland;

his

physique would not be equal to the
strain, and, in addition, the sacri-

fices which the family had made for
him

should not be wasted in war.

Chopin decided to follow his fath-

in good health. His love for music
was too engrossing for his undeveloped body. Frederic would often
compose late into the night; at

er’s advice. The nineteen years of
life which remained to him only
widened his separation from his na-

times, even

untary,

this was

not sufficient,

for he would get out of bed repeatedly to change certain passages
in order to satisfy his ever-functioning mind. Besides, Chopin allowed
himself to become the prey of his
moods—the blackest of them generally the result of misunderstanding

tive country;

his exile, though

proved

irrevocable,

and

vol-

to be nevertheless,
as

the

Warsaw

sank behind

horizon,

there faded with

towers

him

of

on

the

them

all

but the memory of a home which
he was never to see again. Frederic
now had full cause for unhappiness,
for everything was against him. He

was alone, his friends and countrymen fighting for Poland’s freedom
whilst
them.

has probably never been excelled.
Joseph

cousin of the Czar Nicholas. The

I of

Rondo in C Minor, was published.

ginning of Chopin’s association with
the aristocracy for which he retained
a preference throughout his lifetime.
Early in his piano study, Frederic
displayed an exceptional talent for
improvising, a domain in which he

under

old, a group of conspirators in War-

saw attempted the capture of the
Grand Duke Constantine, the Russian military dictator of Poland, and

of which was played for Alexander

recitals. This event marked the be-

Thereupon, he studied composition

On November 29, 1830, when
Chopin was just twenty-one years

once again. Chopin was in Vienna
at the time concertizing. Nicholas
Chopin wrote to his son advising

sented three successful concerts, one

in, and was to be his greatest spur.

Chopin began his piano study at
the age of four and manifested
such extraordinary talent that at the

passion as a child shrinks from darkness, and turned to take refuge in
the strong arms of Titus Wojciechowski, a lifelong friend.

and of the perpetual thought that
no one loved him. He loved a certain Constance Gladkowska, an accomplished opera singer, but he

shrank

from

the

thought

of his

he

was

powerless

to assist

The next seven years Chopin
spent composing and playing concerts in Vienna, Munich, Berlin and
Paris. In 1837 he met the woman
whose influence over his life has
been so fiercely attacked. George
Sand, born Aurore Dupin, deserted
her husband, Casimir Dudevant,
with

whom

and,

subsequently,

she had

two

had

children,

numerous
Page
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lovers, including Jules Sandeau, Alfred

de

Musset,

and

Franz

Lizst.

Franz Lizst introduced her to Chopin who was exactly the type for
which her soul was yearning—the
ready-made prey for this odd mixture of vulture and vampire. George
Sand was too masculine to be subject to any man as a wife, however
admiring he might be of her journalistic

talents;

she

had

to be

either

mother or master.
Most certainly, George Sand
serves some credit for Chopin’s
largement and growth. Whether
love or her “maternal affection”
the cause is questionable, but

deenher
was
her

influence on his intellect is obvious.
At her home Chopin

met most of

the

Paris,

intellectuals

of

which

meant most of the cultured brains
of Europe at that time. Truly, these

years were extraordinarily fruitful as
far as Chopin’s composing was concerned. His music could no longer

be considered as merely promising,
inspired,

or even

monumental,

great—it became

masterful,

magnifi-

cent.

reputable home. Furthermore, Cho-

pin disapproved the marriage of
George Sand’s daughter, Solange, to
a certain Monsieur Clesinger. After

Chopin left George Sand, he travelled northward, successfully conin

Manchester,

and Edinburgh.
During

the

winter

Glasgow

months

of

1847, Chopin’s frail body sank back
into weakness and suffering, and the
ebbing life throbbed every day with

ther, the priest’s prayers were answered, and Chopin gave his soul to
God.

The Abbot

knelt down,

held

out the crucifix, and the invalid,
with tears streaming down his cheeks
made his confession.
On October 17, 1849, it was apparent that the end had come. All

preparations were made to celebrate
the funeral at the Madelaine with

befitting

pomp.

Mozart’s

“Re-

quiem” was sung over the bier, the

procession was joined by over four
thousand people, including almost
every man of note in Paris, and at
Pere

la Chaise,

the coffin, covered

with flowers and sprinkled with
Polish earth, was laid in a place of
honor among the great French musicians.
Chopin, like all modern composers of acknowledged rank, was
strongly influenced by the popular
music of his native country—dance
as the Polonaise,

Krakowiak

and Mazurka, all essentially Polish

in history and

character.

Chopin

cannot claim a place among the
few great masters of the world, for
he lacks the dignity, the breadth,
the high seriousness of Palestrina,
Bach or Beethoven. But to say this
is not to disparage the value of the
works that he has composed. No

composer

in the entire history of

music has labored more earnestly for

accuracy of outline and artistic symmetry of detail. While Chopin in
structure

was

like a child playing

with a few musical types, almost
helpless when he advanced beyond
them,

he was a master of phrase-

ology, and his felicitous perfection

of style, which is one of the abiding
treasures of music, indicates matur-

a fainter pulse. His friends carried

ity. There have been loftier ideals

him back to Paris where he lingered
in slow, wasting disease until the
autumn of 1849. When all hope was

more clearly seen or more consistently followed. There have been

abandoned for his recovery, a priest
was summoned. Chopin told the

nobler messages, but none delivered
with a sweeter or more persuasive

Abbot Alexandre Jelowicki that he
was willing to confess his sins only
because he loved the priest, not because he himself deemed it necessary. As each day wore on, the

eloquence. Frederic Chopin, Polish
patriot as well as musicisian and
composer, will always be remember-
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The

Divine Grace. On October 13, 1849,

the name-day of the Abbot’s bro-

forms

In the spring of 1847, Chopin’s
intimate relationship with George
Sand came to a sudden termination.
He objected to the presence in the
household of Augustine Brault, the
quiet, colorless niece of George Sand
who had rescued the girl from a dis-

certizing

Abbot
grew more _ disconcerted
about Chopin’s obstinancy toward

in music, but none that have been

ed by his famous title, “Poet of the

Piano.”

Angels Sing
By Samuel

C. Lum

@ The angels do sing; the Good
Book tells us so. Scripture extols the
loud “Glory be to God in the highest, and on earth, peace to men of
good will” at the Nativity of the
Prince of Peace. Singing comforts,
elevates, and educates. The voice is

a living instrument animated by the
blood of the human heart and controlled by the human mind and will.
Song brings innumerable pleasures
into the social sphere; it inspires the
parting soldier, welcomes the returning hero, soothes the lonely, invigor-

ates the feeble, uplifts the dejected,
dispels sadness. Song joins itself to
heavenly hosts, penetrating with
them to the realms of the Almighty.
And so, the angels sing.
Allow me to draw your attention
here to an old adage which says,

“Kind words are the music of the
world”; consequently, music and
kindness are synonymous. And who,
today, does not know the value of
kind words in this world of ours
replete with greed, selfishness and
unkindness?
With

this in mind

I think we

should inculcate into our hearts a
love for the pure and beautiful in
life; therefore, vocal music, singing,

should find a place in every curriculum. What is more beautiful than
to hear the University of Dayton
Mixed Chorus, for instance, during
their afternoon rehearsals, sing Arcadelt’s “Ave Maria”, instead of the
nerve-wracking be-bop of today.
Singing is a potent factor in divine
worship, and if systematically cultivated in school, will be a powerful
help to surmount the difficulties in
forming adequate church choirs and
facilitate congregational singing.
Singing raises the mind to an
atmosphere of glee, disposes it to
penetrate into the field of learning,
and to pursue with new vigor difh-

cult themes,
Singing is an efficacious aid to uphold discipline and to promote attention. Father Flanagan of Boys’
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Honorable mention in Centennial Creative Writing Contest.
By William E. Huth
e@ Americanism stems from the
distinctively American doctrine of
government. This doctrine originated from the compact written in the
ship of our earliest forefathers, the
Mayflower. ‘The new doctrine was
based on the recognition of individual, God-given rights and liberties, so sacred that even governments are bound to respect them;

for it is only because of them that
governments have a right to exist.
Moreover, this new concept included the voluntary submission to selfimposed law. It was held that a
just government had to be founded
on the inherent rights of the gov-

erned, for the State is merely the
organic union of its citizens, and
the representatives are merely institutions of the State.
Later, in 1776, when the Declaration of Independence was framed,
it was proclaimed that all men have
“certain

natural,

essential,

and

inclusion of two main essentials: our
renunciation of the absolute power
of majorities over individual rights,
and our idea of judicial law to prevent the overthrow of constitutional
guarantees. We have also been able
to maintain respect for our Constitution and our judiciary. We have
perpetuated the renunciation of ar-

bitrary power which has made our
government a success where others
have failed.

the field of political theory.

Constitution rightly maintains that
there should be nothing in government that is not governed by law.
Thus, there are certain rights and
liberties which could never be
abridged by law, and if encroachments were made upon them by
some party, even a majority of the
people, a superior and permanent
law would declare them illegal. Our
concept of government has further-

ed Americanism, moreover, by the
October, 1950

elevated us to the most powerful and
respected country in history.
The human being has a sentimental tendency. If he has an ideal,
that is real, to fight for, a principle,
that is important,

to preserve,

and

possesses

the

American ideal is hollow unless it

extent

acter

and

of his

ambitions,

abilities.

char-

Regardless

of

one’s religion, one’s color, one’s poli-

tics or one’s social position, all are
free to develop the capacities they

a personal pride in the outcome of

his struggle, it follows that he who
these

is very

apt

to suc-

ceed. But, an ideal is useful only as
a guide to regulate actions. The

is filled with Americanistic living.
Americanism is merely a symbol until the individual realizes that only
through his actions can it become a

reality. Thus with rights and privileges come duties and _responsibil-

in-

The

provide the highest total of national
progress, that progress which has

Furthermore, the American way
means that one has the opportunity,
the privilege, and the God-given
right to choose his own calling in
life, and to rise in that calling to

alienable rights,” among which may
be included the nght to enjoy and
defend their lives and their liberties;
that of acquiring, possessing, and
protecting property.
The National Constitution also
recognizes that the individual possesses certain inherent rights, including security of life and liberty, acquiring, owning and enjoying property, which no government may take
from him except for the common
good. The articles and amendments
are the original and outstanding contributions of the American mind to

duce new genius and new leadership
for its own problems. They knew
that the sum of achievements of all
the striving, free individuals would

possess. Under Americanism, all are
considered creatures of God, and not

merely beings to be tagged and indexed, as cogs in a huge machine.

Our

forefathers

taught

that

our

country should be free of classism,
and that the future of those who

were
munity

less

fortunate
responsibility.

was

of com-

They

knew

that the sparks of ability, character,

and ambition lay in the boys of the

log cabin equally with those of the
large city home. By opening all the
windows of opportunity, they assured us that skill and leadership

for the Nation would be refreshed
from all the people rather than from
a privileged group. It would give this
Nation the entire strength of the
race. Every generation would pro-

ities. With freedom come restrictions and obligations. A nation is
only as strong as its weakest citizen.
Therefore, Americanism goes beyond the definition given to it by
Webster—“attachment or loyalty to
the United States, its traditions, interests or ideals.” Americanism is
not just a way of life guaranteeing
the right to live, to work and worship in freedom and happiness, but
also a positive active effort to continually make that way of life more

wholesome
Dean

and worthwhile. Thus

Acheson,

Secretary

of State,

aptly defines it as being “best ex-

pressed through the actions of those
individual citizens who tackle today’s problems with determination
te find solutions in keeping with our
traditions of freedom, respect for
the dignity of the individual, equality of opportunity, and a government responsible to the will of the
people.”
Many

of us have fallen, however,

into a spirit of complacency. So accustomed are we to freedom that

many have forgotten and some have
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never

learned,

that

men

have

not

always enjoyed such liberty. To us,
freedom comes as a gift. We accept
it without question, some take it
for granted. As a matter of fact,
freedom is one of our most precious
possessions. Few of us have ever

stopped to consider what it really
means

to have

freedom,

or to lack

freedom.

Our Queen of Peace
The title “Queen of Peace” was
inserted in the Litany by Pope Benedict XV, at the time of World War
I, as a temporary prayer, and was

there permanently

by Pope

Pius XI. It is not a new title. In the

picture of Our Lady in St. Mary

In this country, we have competing political parties. There is no
domination by any totalitarian pow-

er. Our teachers are not compelled
to teach, our students to accept, as
truth in science and philosophy, as
beauty in the arts, those doctrines,
and only those, marked by the stamp
of official approval, rejecting all other views as heresy. The books, magazines and papers we read, the pictures and the plays we attend, the
broadcasts and the music we listen
to, are not confined to themes prescribed by those in autocratic au-

Major in Rome, which is attributed

fight, as men throughout
have fought, to regain it.

history

spiring our thought and guiding our
policy. Our existing mood is a com-

bination of complacency, benevolence and bewilderment. We are con-

vinced

of our own

righteousness.

But, we face the future with uncer-

tainty in a troubled world. We look
for quick and easy answers to difficult problems when such answers

are not possible.
There is one thing which democracy and Americanism demand
more

than

any

other,

and

that

is

equality of opportunity. If the full
value

of freedom

is to be realized,

an equal chance must be provided
for the development of talent, no
matter where it lies. We,

in Amer-

ica, have an exemplary record with
one exception. In defending Americanism,

we

can

never

find an an-

swer to the fact that we discriminate against minorities. This discrimination is not only wrong, but
(Continued on Page 10)
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dwell with the lamb; and the leopard shall lie down with kid; the
calf and the lion and the sheep shall
abide together, and a little child
shall lead them.”
When Jesus was born, the world
was at peace. It was His will to

Queen of Peace, most holy Mother
of God! By the Sacred Heart of
Jesus thy Son, the Prince of Peace,
appease the Divine anger and give

sage of peace — “Glory to God in
the highest, and on earth peace to

Luke,

there

is

found

this

us peace.”

reconciliation. The first song heard
about His crib was the angelic mesmen of good will.”
He lived in peace at Nazareth for

many

years

of

His

hidden

life.

When at the beginning of His public life, He declared the Constitution of the New Kingdom in the
Beatitudes, He insisted on peace as

an essential. “Blessed are the peace-

There

is a Mass

of Our

Lady

Queen of Peace, also known as the
Feast of the Prodigies of the Blessed

Virgin Mary. We are told by schol-

That which is lacking most in
America today is a living faith, in-

as “A little child

prayer — “Hail, thou most sublime

St.

sions of opinion are not subject to
political censorship. This is freedom,
this is Americanism. And, if it were

is known

shall lead them” — “The wolf shall

have things that way to show that
He was the bringer of peace and

to

thority. Our associates, our expres-

ever taken away from us, we should

itual Kingdom of Christ, the picture
which

By Francis Schmalz

fixed

ture which Isaias paints of the spir-

ars that Ave, Hail, means

Peace, or

joy to thee, so that each time we
salute her in the words of Gabriel
we proclaim her as the peaceful one,
the full-of-grace one; and are they

not both the same? Peace! That is
the constant prayer of the Church.
Lamb of God, grant us peace! is
daily prayer in the Mass. Peace
true concord, peace and unity, is
earnest prayer in the Litany of

the
and
the
the

Saints. May they rest in peace! is
the prayer repeated a million times
a day for the poor souls in purgatory. In the Mass of the Blessed
Virgin for Easter time the Church

sings: “The rod of Jesse hath blos-

makers; for they shall be called the
children of God.” It was the essence
of His last Will and ‘Testament.
“Peace I leave with you, My peace
I give unto you.” His death on Cal-

vary was the confirmation of peace
to man, a lasting peace purchased
by His Precious Blood. After the
Resurrection, His constant greeting
was

“Peace

be to you;

it is I, fear

not.” The Prince of Peace at the beginning, the Prince of Peace at the
end, the Prince of Peace for all eter-

nity.
There was no one whose life was

modelled after that of Jesus as much
as was Our Lady’s. Being the cooperator with Him in our Redemption, she had

to be like to Him

as

much as possible. She was never at
war with

God,

as the rest of men.

From the very first moment of her
existence she was, by her Immacu-

late Conception, preserved from all

the

sin. She was the “garden enclosed,”
where the tumult of the world
would never enter; she was the fair,

One of the loveliest names of the

heavens. If there is one mark of
Mary’s sanctity, it is her serenity

somed, a virgin hath brought forth

God and Man: God hath restored
peace,

reconciling

in

Himself

lowest with the highest.”

chaste moon riding serenely in the

Messias to come was “the Prince of

of soul. She breathed forth peace

Peace,”

like the flowers in her garden. It
was a militant peace, as became her
who was “terrible as an army in

as given

in

the prophet

Isaias, “A child is born to us, and
His name shall be called the Prince

of Peace.” It is an unforgettable pic-

(Continued on Page 20)

The Exponent

THE

TWO

CONVENTS

duced, by its forelornness, a wish to
get away from it.

With expectation she opened the
antique and heavy wooden door to

By Don Fahrig

But let my due feet never fail
To walk the studious cloister’s pale,
And love the high embowed roof
With antique pillars mossy-proof,
And storied windows richly right,
Casting a dim religious light.
There let the pealing organ blow,
To the full-voiced quire below,
In service

As

high

and

anthems

clear,

may

with sweetness, though mine
ear,
Dissolve me into ecstasies,
And bring all Heaven before mine
eyes.
—John Milton.

she then enjoyed had forced her to

come again so that she could once
more see her beloved convent.
A distant clock striking the hour
of three told the woman she had

been in the cubicle two hours. She
arose and went once more to the
dark-haired young man and asked

him if she might look around the
place. He thought awhile — after
all there was nothing in the building
of any importance. He nodded his

@ As the woman turned the cor-

head and said he thought it would

ner in a dismal and decaying section

be all right if she didn’t disturb the
the classes in the hall to his left.

of Bucerest in Rumania her eyes
saw the ugly five-story building
which loomed across the narrow
street. A thick coating of dirty red
paint, which almost obscured the
outline of the bricks, attested to the

extreme oldness of the structure. A
bas-relief cross carved in stone which
was set in the bricks at the high
point of the eave made known that
this was a sacred building. However,
above the door the woman read the
sign: Eastern Section of Bucerest
Communist Headquarters.

That left one alternative, the dimly

lit hall to the old cloister.

While

walking down the hall, she was glad
that she was going to see her convent after all, but this gladness was
soon dulled by her old feeling of
apprehension and by a newer feeling
of irreverence which was slowly pervading her troubled mind.

The woman turned the tarnished

she wanted. After she had told him,

he directed her to wait in an even
smaller room. As the time passed
the woman’s calm outward demeanor was broken occasionally by the
quiver of her soft lips or the nervous

crossing and uncrossing of her legs.

four

walked

these very halls as a novice.

years

since

she had

The remembrance of the happiness
October.

1950

further saddened by the appaling
sight that met her eyes. The feeling of sacrilege became more intense. Only a remnant of what the
chapel used to be remained. All the
movable religious objects were gone.
Where once the pews had been
fragile folding chairs inadequately

filled the space. The scars left by
the stations of the cross were covered by dismal cardboard posters. The

altar also was gone and in its place
someone had set a desk. The debasement was almost complete.

In order to get a better view of
the chapel, she bravely started up a
narrow and familiar stairway to the
choir loft. Each step was covered
with soot and the banister was gritty
to her touch. The loft was completely empty.

Yet, from

the choir, the

century-old beauty of the chapel
shone through the present dirt and
defilement. The flimsy trappings receded to the background. The arched ceiling, though covered with the
tarnish of dirt, remained

as it had been, graceful and impressive. The stained glass windows,
still intact because of the scarcity of
glass with which to replace them, so
fragile but yet so ageless, reflected
the light of the afternoon sun. But
her feeling of desecration became
deeper and more intense, for where
once devout and pensive nuns in
darkest robes had worshipped God,
now hard and elderly women dress-

a tiny room. A young, dark-haired
man peered from behind a switchboard and asked the woman what

almost

hollow voices. On entering she was

inevitable

knob of the door and stepped inside

If her outward appearance showed
signs of fear inwardly she was torn
by apprehension and dismay. She
could not figure out why she had
decided to do it but now she was
here and that was that. She knew
she would not even be considered as
being worthy of becoming a member
of the Party. But that was not her
real reason for being here. It was

the vestibule of the former chapel.
As her eyes became accustomed to
the gloom the barenness of the place
became apparent. From within came

In the cloister, light from a blue
sky filled every corner, but even here
the new sensation of dishonor
hung over her like a mist. The feeling was heightened at the sight of
an

old

iron

lattice

garden-house,

topped with a rusty cross, which
once had been a shelter for an image
of the Blessed Virgin. Now a knarl-

ed rose bush was the only thing of
beauty. What once had been to her

an inviting place of peace now pro-

ed in mannish suits stood talking.
Bits of the conversation drifted up
to the loft. A woman could be heard
saying in a loud deriding voice that
she was glad no more women would

waste their lives in this “cave”. The
woman’s feeling of desecration was
complete. She turned to leave. She
sadly realized that this building
seemed dead and defiled because the

Spirit which

made

it a place of

sanctity was gone. It lived now only

in her heart.
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MEANING OF
AMERICANISM

A

Texan

View

of the

By

(Continued from Page 8)

it is dangerous. We may be leaders
in material progress, we may possess
the highest standard of living, we
may have stability and security, but
as long as we reduce groups of
people to an inferior state of citizenship, we are leaving the door
wide open to such subversive elements as Communism which tends
to undermine and destroy all the

ideals and principles for which we
have fought so long and so hard to
preserve. We must renew our belief
in the dignity of the human being,
in the rights of man. We must culltivate sympathy for others, consideration for their difficulties, and re
spect for their hopes and desires.
Insofar as it is possible, we must
strive for equality of opportunity to
make Americanism a reality.

Lytton

@ “I was sixteen years old before
I found out that Republicans walk
on their hind legs like other people.”
Such words as these could have perhaps been related by some of the
backwoods inhabitants of the Southern

States.

However,

if we

extend

our perspective a little farther west
of these States, we approach the vast
and mighty expanse of “The Republic of Texas.” Here the situation is
somewhat different. Granted that
Texans are imbued with State pride,
they are nevertheless aware of the
existence of the United States and
even of Republicans. However, it is
not my purpose here to write about

Yankee

View

Bulwer
States, that is, until the Texans be-

gan to cross their expansive borders
carrying tales of the far distant plains
of ‘Texas.
It is naturally
Texans

to

difficult for non-

believe

such,

at

times,

fantastic stories. The common tendency is to consider each Texan as
an

individual

committee

of

one,

burning with zeal to spread the
glory of Texas. Others regard ‘Texans

as people who, for some reason or
other,

have

been

endowed

with

a

rare gift of verboseness.

Many

non-Texans

have

never

been to Texas. They have, however,

read books and seen movies. It is
chiefly this category of persons that
attributes to Texas nothing more
than one-street towns, cowboys, and

Our beloved country needs to
build a consciousness of morality so
that we may act for the common
states-

Indians. Still there is an increasingly
large group of non-T’exans who have
been in Texas. A few of these have
fallen in love with ‘Texas and con-

strife, we have always produced men

will let them, all the tales told by

welfare.

men,

Moreover,

we

not politicians.

need

In times of

firm,

capable of preserving our freedom.
In order to keep that freedom, we
have had to fight for it. Now we
must live for it to perpetuate the
ideals and traditions which consti-

tute that freedom. We should demand leaders who work for the glory
of Americanism and the diffusion of
its ideals throughout the world. But,
we also need inspired followers, men
and women whose desire for freedom and peace in democracy is so
strong and so sincere that every
other desire is subservient. The first
half of the twentieth century has
passed into eternity; at this beginning of the second half, let us consecrate and dedicate ourselves anew

to the preservation and propagation
of Americanism in this critical period of world history.

Texas, nor shall I attempt to describe a Texan’s outlook on Texas.
I shall, in fact, endeavor to present

a ‘Texan’s viewpoint of the Yankee
viewpoint on Texas. Although this
may sound complicated it is, in
reality, fairly simple.
For the past four years I have had
the privilege of spending my time in
the States of Wisconsin and Ohio.
Here I have come into contact with
the so-called Yankee view. It is nec-

essary

to

confess

forces

of

sectionalism

precipitated

that

the
which

the nation

strong
once

into civil

war has ceased to exist in the north-

ern portion of our country. To the
people of the North, Civil War is
something of ancient history; some-

as

their

conscience

the natives of our largest State. Yet
the larger portion of this group has
unfortunately seen the less attractive sections of Texas and, as a con-

sequence, assault with renewed vigor
the wild claims and tall stories which
Texas so freely pours out.
In general, the majority of all nonTexans will say: “Outside of size
what does Texas have?” A group of
the more audaucious will even proceed to point out what Texas lacks.
When once a person is identified
as being a Texan he is suddenly
ascribed as having powers of dissertation on his home

state for hours,

even days. In other words, he is regarded as a “typical” Texan. A
“typical” ‘Texan, defined in certain
unorthodox terms, is one who comes

from a desolate portion of the globe,

thing dead; something forgotten. To

telling exaggerated tales of what does

them the nation is a unit and States
offer no boundaries of distinction.

a

In this opinion there seems to be

perfect

agreement

and

harmony

among all the people of the United

Page 10

as much

not even exist. And in meeting such
person,

some

prepare

to

depart,

others to be amused, and still others
to refute.
(Continued on Page 21)
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way up here we didn’t have a bit of
trouble until we hit Detroit. Now
please tell us how to get to the Ford
plant.”

By John Sakal
@ As Ham, the doorman leaned
against the side of the hotel, he was
thinking of that hot tip from yesterday, Fredonia in the fourth at
Tropical. Why did he have to play
those horses, he asked himself, when

those ponies probably ate better
than he did. And paying the bookies’
overhead when he couldn’t even pay

his own rent. Oh well, maybe some-

one would give him a hot one today
and he could recoup.

Just then

the cop on the beat

came around and shouted hello to

Ham. They always compared horses

and exchanged tips daily. In his itinerary down town, Joe, the cop, invariably got a different tip from each

doorman and usually ended up so
confused he played his own hunch.
Or he might act as a messenger between the various hotels by passing
on a real hot one.
“Got anything going today, Joe?”
queried Ham, bringing out his
scratch sheet and scanning it.
“Got

one in the fifth at Haver,”

answered
give it to
held back
they tell

Joe. “Rip over at the Plaza
me. He’s a sleeper. Been
in his last five starts but
me he’s ready today. He

should pay the limit.”
“What’s his name, Joe, let me
have him. I gotta recoup today or I
can’t go home. My wife was so mad
at me when I came home broke
yesterday, that I’m afraid to go home

without a little green stuff today.”

“Why do you want to go there?”
asked Joe haltingly.

“T heard five horses.”

“You probably got the races tuned in on your radio,” answered Ham

impatiently, trying to get rid of the

“We horses,” said the filly, “are
a passing thing like the buffalo.
Since automobiles came in do you

man so he could get that dope from
Joe.

know that the horse population has

At that moment around the same

grandpappy told me that the poli-

corner came five horses, meandering
down

the sidewalk. The first horse,

cbviously the leader, was a brown
filly, followed by the other four
walking two abreast. Seeing the cop,
the filly stopped and then turned to
the quaking Negro.

decreased

700%.

Why

my

great

ticians use to campaign on the slogan “Iwo Horses in Every Barn’.
Now what are they saying? Two
cars in every garage. We talked it
over in Texas and decided that by
picketing an automobile plant, we
might get enough publicity to arouse
the people. In fact, we first sent one

“You sure are impolite up north.

of us to tell Walter Winchell our

I just asked you how I could get to

story and hoped he would get people
to write to their Congressmen, but
Mr. Winchell refused to print the
story because he didn’t believe
horses could talk. Maybe we can

the Ford plant and you took off like

the Super

Chief.

How

do I

get

there, officer?”

“You go down this street four
blocks and th--,” Joe stopped sud-

denly. ‘This was silly. Horses can’t
talk and they can’t understand you,

thought Joe. Why am I answering
them?

He looked at Ham and Ham turned to him.

“Did you hear that too, Ham?”

“Now

the amazed
look,

officer,

the president

to set aside

a

“But there’s an ordinance in this
town against picketing, so it won't
do any good to go all the way out
there,” Joe told the filly.

doorman.

Ham, still thinking about the
straight goods from Joe, decided to
make a deal. In return for picking a

if you

winner

“T heard it but I don’t believe it,”
answered

get

horse retreat like they did for the
buffalo and the Indians. That’s why
we are going to picket.”

don’t

tell me how to get to the Ford plant
I’m going to report you to the may-

or. We're from Texas and people
aown there surely are more hospitable than northerners. Why all the

for Ham,

he would

take it

upon himself to call all the papers
and give them the horse’s story.
After hearing the entries from the
Racing Form, the horse hesitantly

picked out a horse for Ham to play.

“Well, his name is ——,” but Joe

“But,” cautioned the filly, “don’t

never finished the sentence. Around
the corner came a small colored
man, his eyes bulging, panting from
loss of breath, quivering as if a Klu
Kluxer were after him. Seeing the
policeman, the frightened Negro
ran up to him.

go too heavy on him. I can’t say for

“Cap’n, suh, cap’n. Ah ain’t had
nary a drink but I heard it, I sho’
heard it.”
“What you hear, boy,” asked
Ham. “What you mean interrupting a business conference?”
October, 1950

sure that he'll win.”
“But you ought to be able to tell,
you're a horse aren’t you?” asked
Ham.
“Yes, and you’re a man, too, but

can you tell me which team is going to win the pennant?”
The filly reminded Ham of his
promise and Ham said he would

fulfill it. With that the filly called
(Continued on Page 21)
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@ Ten

thousand

people

The Big Match

in the

big stadium of the West Side
Tennis Club at Forrest Hill, Long
Island, on June 26. Why were they
there? Well, some were there to see
me get beat, (they hoped), and
those I hoped to disappoint; others
were there expecting to see me win,
(bless them); still others were there

play for the kids
tennis lessons to.
it might just
enough to work.
clean clothes and
the fourth set of

By John L. Gephart

that I had given
It might work, yes,
be old-fashioned
— I changed into
went out to start
“The Big Match”.

I broke his service right at the
start and held my own for the remainder

to see what they hoped would be
the greatest tennis match of all

of the set, to win

it. The

score 6-4. That fourth set told a
story in itself, 64; he was tiring —

times. Possibly. Who am I? I’m Big

Jack! The ruling professional tennis
champion of the world, an old man

he gave it up without so much of a
fight..

of thirty, old in the game anyway.

Now! Pour it on! Speed it up!
Rush the net! Hurry him! Make
him think that you are still as fresh
as at the beginning. I hit the balls

As I stood there looking over the
crowd and gazing at my opponent
as he walked out on the green turf,
I suddenly realized that there was
a lot of work ahead; and it was time

to go to work!!! There stood my
opponent.
A_ big, dark-skinned,
twenty-one year old Mexican-American lad, Dick, who was all set to
prove that he was the greatest tennis player in the world. I also had
a few ideas about that myself.
Out on the court I went, heavily
tanned, in contrast to my white
shirt and shorts, and started to warm

up. — Ten minutes later Dick was
ready to serve. He hit the first ball
for an ace; he hit two more in the

first game and drew an error off my
forearm, to win a love game. I lost
my service and in fact all the games

of the first set. It went on record
6-0, for Dick. Not so good.
It was now the second set and
games were three apiece, much better, but not good enough. Dick once

again hit the first ball for an ace;
it was becoming a habit, and I wondered if I could stop the lad. He
was good, no doubt about that, and
it would take every ounce of energy
I had, plus all the tricks I had learn-

ed in my years of playing the game.
There,

I had him—in

tennis brain,

at least, if not in energy.

Then

I hit upon a plan, some-

thing I didn’t think could be done,
tun him ragged; run him till he
would think that his legs were made

of old tired rubber. That is precisely
what I did and the time flew fast.
He won the second set, but it was

a battle. I kept him running at the
Page 12

baseline as much as possible. When
he did reach the net position I hit
that famous sky-high lob of mine,
thus forcing him to run back. The

score of that second set was 10-8.
The third set got under way and
this was the set I had to win in
order to stay in the match. We both

hela our serves till the score read
18-18. How long could this go on?
In the thirty-seventh game Dick almost scored a break but a net ball

that fell into his court gave me the
game. Dick was tiring and the game
score read deuce—he double-faulted

once and I hit a perfect drop-shot
to win the game and set. As we went
into the locker room for the rest
period the score read two sets for
Dick and one set for me. Where
there is smoke there is fire but it
was going to take a windproof lighter to keep me from being put out.
Suddenly, before me loomed up
all the little faces of my pupils listening before their radios. They were
hearing their teacher go down to
defeat. I had told them so often that
they could accomplish anything they
wanted to do if they tried hard
enough. Then the thought came to
me.

“Win

this

match

for

them,

Jack. Prove to them the truth of
your statement that success depends
upon the effort you put behind
it.” Then I had more than just money to play for, I had my kids. I had
never played a match for anything
but the money and glory that came
with winning. Now, for some unknown reason I was going out to

harder,

rushed

the net and

to the

complete amazement of not only my
opponent and the crowd, but myself
as well, I led in the set five games
to two. It was my service and the
umpire, the linesmen, the crowd
and I wished it were over so that
they could go home. I don’t believe
I ever hit my service harder than I

did in that game. I really plastered
that ball from

the first service to

the last. The first one went for an
ace, my first of the day. Oh happy

day! The second he hit back to my
forehand. It was a weak return so I
thought if I hit this back to his
forehand corner he might get to it,
so I hit straight to his backhand

court. He in turn hit the

hardest

shot of the day, a backhand

blast

that I couldn’t touch with a tenfoot pole. “What happened?” I said
to myself, — but the umpire said,

“Fifteen apiece.” I served, he hit a
crosscourt and I
and rushed the
legs I could have
got there, and his

hit down the line
net. On my weak
collapsed before I
return would have

gone for a clean passing shot, but
somehow I got my racket on it and

dumped it over the net. Score! 30-15,
my favor. Walking back to serve I
thought of all the nice things that I
could buy with the three-thousanddollars winner’s

prize,

so, I hit an

ace. Should have those thoughts
more often! Score! 40-15, much bet-

ter. The following two points went
too

fast,

much

too

fast.

Deuce. I won’t even explain
they went—they just went.

Score!

how

(Continued on Page 21)
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PATRICK’S

BIRTHDAY

CHEERS
By Jim Leist

By Mary Lou Lienisch

@ The tiny child hobbled slowly

He was very cold standing there

along the snow-covered walk on the
main street of the little town of
Forest. He was poorly dressed, and
the shoes, too large for his feet made
deep imprints in the newly-fallen

and his thoughts dwelled a moment
on his bed at home. This at least
was warm, although the room was
not. He began again to hobble
through the snow, a little faster this
time, which was as fast as he could
go. He looked neither to the right

snow. He had nothing on his head
and

his gloves

just about

had

no

fingers left. He leaned on crutches
roughly made by Mr. Temple, the
old carpenter of the town. He would
never forget that man; he had been
his one true friend.

Patrick stopped in the doorway of
the bakery’s shop to get warm and he

could smell the freshly-baked bread.

Few people were on the street; the
clock had struck six and most of the

folks were home at their meals or
testing before the warm fire. He
could see the old woman

from the

sewing shop going down the street
and he backed up closer to the door
for fear she could see him. He was
a little frightened tonight — he did
not know why — he had spent many
evenings on the street. Tonight he

nor the left, but kept his eyes on
the walk ahead. From the main
street he headed past the brightly-

lighted houses to his own. Passing
one house he heard the sharp laughter of two people
ache in his heart.

and

he felt an

It was still snowing as he rounded

the corner of his street and looked
ahead for his house. Did he live on
a street or in an alley? It was difficult
to say which. The street was narrow

and the neighbors were not people

he could be proud of. His house, or
as he would say, Mrs. Gazarro’s
house, was the largest in the block.
It was close to a street that had no
sidewalk and it needed paint worse
than any other house in town.

was sad and cold, sadder and colder

than he had ever been before. ‘Today was his eighth birthday.

as he

days, not really. They had been only

warmth as he began slowly to climb
the old steep steps. He heard a

toys,

books,

balls

and

games.

He

heard and once saw how birthdays
are celebrated and he remembered
this ever so well today. He had been
able to put the meaning of the day
out of his mind

until now, but to-

night he could think of nothing else.
October, 1950

something immense and dangerous
if not handled right. ‘This was one

of Timmy’s days — his mother could
see it coming —; he had quietly
eaten his breakfast and gone off to
find his dreams.
It was a bright, spring day and
‘Timmy blinked his eyes at the sudden view of the sun and was glad

that his mother hadn’t said anything
about a sweater. He hated sweaters.
‘Loo hard to get on and off. ‘Timmy

found himself lolling about in the
garage looking for something — not
quite sure what — but something.
held

his

attention

and

then,

ke thought. Suppose there was a
skeleton or a buried treasure at the
bottom. He much preferred the
The hall was dark and he felt no

the happiness of other boys, of new

alone; his desire to putter with practically nothing and visualize it as

tern in the backyard; often wondered how deep it was. Maybe a mile,

about birth-

had brought nothing. He knew of

parents worried about him occasionally because of his sometimes remoteness to them; his desire to be

often wondered about the old cis-

not be helped.

words to him. His Christmas had
brought only the new socks which,
he happily admitted, kept his feet
warm, and his birthdays before this

being by himself to dream. ‘Timmy’s

he turned and considered a clothes
line, long discarded. Timmy had

at work at six o’clock every morning,
could

a result he was quieter and enjoyed

stirred as if by some animate object,

and home at eight each evening,
only to go to bed, for he knew her

explanation

cept for one thing—Timmy had an

imagination. An imagination that
far exceeded any other kids’, and as

The bucket hanging rakishly from a

thought about it, that he had never
known his mother either. She was

He had never known

dinary, from an ordinary family, ex-

nail

Patrick had been a lonely boy.
His mother scrubbed floors at the
inn and his father he had never

known. It seemed tonight,

e Timmy Murany was one of
those dreamy, lackadasical kids one
usually sees in the suburban section
of a city; and a kid that one doesn’t
usually glance at twice. He was or-

radio from one of the rooms on the
second floor, but he could not make

himself hum the tune it played. He

continued

climbing

to

the

third

floor where he stopped before his
room. He was surprised to see a light
coming from under the door. His
mother had arrived earlier than he.
He knew that he must never let his
mother know how he felt this day,
(Continued

on Page

23)

thought of treasure. So, with bucket
and rope in hand Timmy hurried
over to the cistern and contemplated
this coming adventure as a great
man unearthing a fabulous treasure
for the benefit of some starving,
needy orphans.
With cheers descending upon

him Timmy lowered the bucket for
its first trip to the murky

depths.

Weren’t great explorers and adventurers cheered on as they prepared
for their great task? Timmy felt good
about it and knew the first handful

of coins to reach him would take
Page 13
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care of the orphans he would buy
his mother a new stove and his father a new car so that he wouldn’t
have to ride the bus.

THOUGHT

TO

REMEMBER

By Donald J. Porter

The great buckets of water were

heavy to pull up, and then there was
the transporting them to the front
of the house. Timmy was a great,
strong man working for humanity,
but soon even strong men tired. The
water line was lower and Timmy

beamed to the crowds who cheered
him on to greater depths.

Mrs. Murany glanced out of the

kitchen window now and then to
see if Timmy was all right. She knew
better than to disturb him in the
middle of a project. A kid who has
his dreams interrupted like that has
a certain amount of disgust for what-

ever it is that interrupts. The cistern

had never been emptied anyway, and
needed it; besides Timmy was old
enough to keep from falling in. Mrs.
Murany hoped Timmy wouldn't
overtire himself.
Meanwhile Timmy was tiring.
There had been a lot of water in
the old cistern and Timmy had to
bear up for a little while longer to
get the few remaining buckets out.
With

his

success

in

mind

the

bucket hit bottom and slowly, with
a smile on his face, Timmy turned
and nodded to the crowd. With a
heavy sigh, he reported, “Gentlemen,

I have

reached

the bottom.”

While the crowds were screaming
and proclaiming him a great humanitarian Timmy raised the last and
heaviest bucket. When the bucket
reached the top it was filled to the
brim with silver bars, large gold
coins, and precious gems that sparkled in the sunlight. ‘Timmy carefully
delved into the bucket and picked
up a handful of the hoard and threw

it into the air. It seemed to float
there momentarily, sparkling in the
sunlight, then it poured down upon
the clamoring crowd. Timmy gave
the officials the rest of the precious
treasure for the orphans and as the
crowd cheered and praised him, he
returned the bucket and rope to its
place on the garage wall. Then with
a smile on his face, ‘Timmy sauntered into the house for lunch.
Page 14

@ It was Friday night and having
nothing to do I decided to drop in

credible,

on my friend Summers. The butler

so.

informed me that he had gone out

for a short walk but that he would
be back in a matter of minutes. I

told the butler that I would wait
for him in the library as there was
nothing that I would rather do to
kill time than to browse through a

good

library. I had

quotation

of

run

across a

Shakespeare’s

that

afternoon and being unable to place
it at the time, I reached for the
Complete Concordance of Shakespeare. Expecting the book to be
heavy, I was quite surprised to find
that the tome had the weight of a
modern pocket book. It looked real
enough, but upon close examination

I found it to be a dummy. Then sud-

denly it opened and a spoon fell to
the floor with a clatter which acted

as a fanfare for Summers who stood
in the doorway.
Silence reigned in the library. He
stared at me and I stared at the
spoon. Quietly he walked over, pick-

ed up the spoon, slipped it into his
coat pocket, and asked me to leave.
Still I merely stared. And he in a
frightened voice said, “You either

leave now or — never.”
“Never,”

Summers,

I replied.

“O

what’s wrong

hang

it,

with you

and what was that spoon doing in
that book?”
“I repeat,” he said,
leave now or never.”

“you

either

I left.

The next morning I read in the
paper where Summers had committed suicide. He had slit his throat
with a spoon. I swallowed twice and
went into breakfast. There beside
my plate was the spoon that I had
seen the night before, only now it
was coated with blood.
The how and why of what had
happened thus far was beyond my
comprehension. I know it sounds in-

but

then

the

events

that

happened following it are even more

The day following Summers’ suicide I received a telephone call informing me that if I wished to meet
Summers’

murderer,

I should stand

in front of Collins’ Restaurant at
eight P.M., with the spoon in my

hand, exactly one week from yesterday. The days treaded on slowly like
a snail and at last the day arrived.
1 was at the appointed place at the
appointed time ready for almost anything. Exactly at eight P.M. a car
pulled up to the curb, an old man
got out, handed me a note, and be-

fore I knew it he was gone. Slowly
I unfolded the sheet of paper and
there in black on white were the
words “What is thy sentence then
but speechless death?”, the very quotation that I was trying to place the
day that Summers was killed. What
my emotions were then it is hard to
say. At first I broke into a cold sweat
which was immediately followed by
a feeling of complacency. A newsboy passed yelling the evening headlines. A stranger stopped me to ask
the time of day. But I just wandered
on block after block until I came
to Summers’ front door. Unconsciously I rang the bell and who
should answer it but Summers himself. I turned and fled not knowing
what to think.
‘The next few weeks, or rather the

last few, I hibernated in my suite
and saw no one having all my meals
sent up. Then as a last resort I
went to see Dr. Morton. The psychiatiist thought for a minute, reached
for a rubber mallot, and hit me on

the head.
My mind went round and round
and upon awakening, I wondered
what I was doing in Dr. Morton’s
office for the last thing that I could
remember was reaching for the
Complete Concordance of Shakespeare.
The Exponent

Sleep and

“Withdraw the day! It blinds me!” Sleep was heard in
fallowed farms,
And never turned direction. Day outshone the night’s

VL LLL
The

alarms.

Tree

Washed from this tree is the memory of you;
Under its branches I might
Lose in the shadows myself. Like the dew.
Tears from the socket of night
Are mine when I bring back to mind but the light
Kiss that was ours in that sea
Of silence, whose waves were the clouds. But for me,
Footsteps that call back the time
(Now past) are the tokens, the blessings—a numb
Trumpet that mutes all the rime
Which is forever a “tap” from the drum
Of

memory.

If in

the

future

you

come

With something more real than a silence, a sea
Of silence, bring roots for this tree!
—Robert

Wishing

Toomey.

Star

There’s going to be a star out tonight
And I’m going to dream and dream as I watch it,
And

then

I’ll wish.

I don’t know for what...
Maybe for love.
I need other things more,
But stars were meant to be wished on for love.
Pretty soon it will be dark.
There’ll be a star for me.
—Peg

Kunka.

On Looking at Autumn
Where the tireless stream takes its course
Grey trees stand guard against starlight,
And

flowers,

moon-frozen

Day

orange.

Like cows that blend their forms with grass among the
fields, my sleep
Was lost amid the turmoil, day, that milked to dryness
deep
And dull, my once-contented child of unrelenting mirth,
Who knew nor barn nor fence of day, which mothered
morning’s birth.
—Robert

Halloween
Somber the sound of the clock as it tolled
Twelve in the night, and the call of each stroke
Summoned a haunt from its daytime abode.
Bong! — In the alley a cat softly strolled.
Bong! — And the bats in the belfry awoke.
Bong! — Then a witch on her broom slowly rode.
Goblins in grave-yards went stealing along;
Ghosts from the tombstones now noiselessly rose.
Shadows and shapes cast their shades on the night.
Bong! — From a church came weird strains of a song.
Bong! — And a shriek ... from whom .. . nobody knows.
Bong! — And a cloud leaves the world void of light.
Eerie, a silence prevails thick and deep,
Clamor is stilled, but the world knows no sleep.
—Paul

R. Allison.

Our Lady of Fatima
Oh

Queen of Light and Holy Peace,
The whole world looks to thee,
The only hope of nations dead
To rise as nations free.
O Virgin, thou
And from
Hast taught a
And pray

Float in reflection with the dead yellow leaves
Through the nymph-glade to the waterfall.
—Peg

Toomey.

hast come to earth
thy chosen tree,
weary world to kneel
the Rosary.
—Robert

a

Kunka.

S

Wade.
@

Mockery
The
Glistening
Are
The

Rose

on the wilted

leaves,

the last drops of rain
rose will taste.

Bent by age, the flower grieves
As tho’ it feels disdain
To fall to waste.
Still it stands there, a rose,
And it sweetens the wind
That plays by its desolate station,
And as ever it bears,
It patiently bears
Its resignment to mute immolation.
—Tom

October, 1950

Play, Band, play!
Play my heart away.
Blare and clash...
Cut and gash
With your merry martial tune.

Eshelman.

Play,

Band,

Play

my

Chorus

play!

heart

away.

repeat...

Bruise and beat
Till my soul from

body’s hewn.

—Paul

CLM

Elsen.

LLL ALLL
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Editerial
WELGOME
@ Chief

Comment
the places where some lively sport is to be found. Their

0.
among

myriad

questions

occasioned

by

the writing of our first editorial of the year was that of
what to write. And, since what is written should depend
upon the type of reading audience to whom the message

is directed, we were prompted to look about us in order
to observe our readers-to-be. During the survey, we
were amazed at the sea of cheerful young faces which

has swept into the classrooms of the university upon
the ebbing of the veteran tide. Gone are the khaki and

sequence of arrangement in the article does not neces-

sarily represent the author’s opinion of which is the
most dangerous, or the most hilarious!
First: the drinking fountains, which, by the way,

are not repositories for discarded chewing gum.
you leave any there, please make it a fresh
watering places are very moody mechanical
Nine times out of ten, when you stoop to
self, the pressure is so low that you have

(lf

stick!) These
contrivances.
refresh yourto pucker up

olive drab remnants of old World War Two uniforms.
In their place more colorful garb is now seen. However,
it occurred to us, that for all the youthfulness and
color-consciousness of the new type student, any unrealistic and trite rah-rah welcome would be lost upon

like a high school girl on her first date in order to
apprehend the precious drops as they trickle forth. But

him.

up from the previous nine times. However, if you have

If we are to be true to the old things which we
older students have been taught to respect, and which

the good fortune to be standing suspiciously aloof from

our younger schoolmates shall come to appreciate, then
even youth cannot ignore the omnious thunderheads
which at this time enshadow our lives and make the
future more uncertain than normal. However, this is
not an attempt to lace a straight-jacket upon the slender
form of youth’s natural robustness: have fun, but know
how

to be serious, too.

Therefore, our welcome to the new students — as
well as to the old — is a warm smile, a firm and friendly

handshake, and a sincere “good luck!”

WE

NEED

YOUR

degree of the success with which our many capable
predecessors have met.

FOREWARNING

TO

the demon, you will escape with merely a refreshing
shower from Old Faithful’s closest rival!
Second: the steel-shod stairs, which, in our opinion,
should have gone out with the gas lamps. These death-

traps are second in casualties only to the new-found
assembly meetings, which bore many of us to death.
If you do not believe these steps to be dangerous, watch
the wet-soled climbers on foul-weather days, and see
for yourself the close calls, and sometimes, painful falls
which occur on them. However, after seeing the movie
“Destination Moon,” we believe that a solution has
been developed. We can all purchase a pair of those
magnetized boots which the scientists used to stick to

the hull of the rocket ship as it zoomed out into space.
That should do the trick!

HELP

It is the genuine desire of the staff to gain — by
writing as interestingly and intelligently as possible for
you, our readers — the experience that we now lack.
Let us hope that all of us may benefit by this year’s
series of Exponents. The jobs to which we fall heir
we take seriously: may we perform them with some

A

that tenth time, kids look out! If you have your head
bent to the fount, you will instantly be squirted full
in the face by all of the pressure which has been saved

THE

FROSH

Third: what we call “blackboard hieroglyphics.”
You first notice them after the opening phrases of the
period’s lecture have shot over your head. Seeking
something interesting, your glance falls on the front
blackboard. There, from the previous class, are all forms
of symbols, figures, letters, lines and other trivia with

which the prof of that class had illustrated his lecture.
Very interesting they are, and we have spent whole
classes trying to guess what he had been trying to
bring out. Also in this category are the fancy figures

to

which erasers, used over dirty blackboards, leave as they
cut their erratic paths through the chalk dust. Modern-

U.D.’s

istic paintings, maps of Texas, and other mad meander-

own private stock of the six wonders of the world.

ings can be formed from these tracings with just a little

It may be interpreted as a warning of dangerous
obstacles to be encountered, or as a handy manual of

summer day.

e This
acquaint
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article

represents

an

earnest

desire

1950’s wearers-of-the beany caps with

imagination

—

much

the

same

as from

clouds

on

a

The Exponent

Fourth: the embalming-fluid atmosphere of classrooms in the Chemistry Annex, which leaves the student pining for the open air forum of ancient Rome.
However, if you are fortunate enough to sit in the

plus religious instruction, the Catholic school might
just as well not exist; for the substitute Sunday school

is possible of efficient development with half the effort
exerted in behalf of the parochial school and could
make itself a vital factor in the community. Assuredly,

vicinity of some dainty female, their subtle (gasp)
perfumes will give you the illusion that you are dying
in a florist’s shop rather than in a morgue.

when

Fifth: the corridor clodhoppers, who shiver the
timbers of frail old St. Mary’s with their undainty

schools, they do not mean that the only appreciable
difference between the two types of institution is that
religion is to be taught for half an hour daily in one

clompings. Picture yourself trying to snatch a whispered

our Catholic people voluntarily and cheerfully

pledge themselves to the erection, staffing, equipment

and maintenance of school buildings other than public

bit of information during a test, when down the hall

and not taught at all in the other. That would be an

trudges what surely must be one of those Russian ‘T-34

inadequate return for the sacrifice.

tanks. As you look frowningly out of the door at the
passerby, he turns out to be a she, shod in the latest
from Holiday’s. Oh, well, the “whispered bit of in-

The University of Dayton, as with all Catholic
schools, exists as a vigorous and constructive protest
against the elimination of definite spiritual development

formation” was probably incorrect, anyway.

Sixth: This is not strictly a U.D. oddity. But the
scores of aircraft which take off from not-too-far distant
Wright Field pass over our buildings with full power
on. The resulting disturbances affect us just as much
as if the ’planes were based right on the campus. Now,
quite a few of us cannot resist the temptation to crane

our necks for a look at the ships as they zoom by. The
narrowness of the windows prohibits a very good
glimpse,

so, why

not

turn

the school

into an aero-

nautical institute, make us all little fly-guys, and put a
glass roof on all of the buildings so that we can watch,
unobstructed, the flight of the ’planes.

But, some of

the profs would probably gripe, then. The sun would
burn their bald heads!
—JAMEs COONEY.

from the curriculum of the public school. It is the spirit
that giveth life — truly the Christian spirit. Consequently, the University of Dayton aims at making itself a
concrete embodiment of the Christian viewpoint, a
logical outcome of Christian belief and Christian prac-

tice. And, that its work may be specific and fruitful,
the Christianity it espouses is not the formless, denatured, spineless Christianity that is illogical and untraditional and unprogressive, but the Christianity that
comes pure, unadulterated and vivifying from Apostolic
times through twenty centuries of strife and achieve-

ment and reproaches and triumphs. The University of
Dayton is the school of Christ. Is not the forming of
other Christs our main purposes?

The Master’s work at the University of Dayton is
done by teachers who, physically efficient and mentally
balanced and emotionally disciplined impart a Christian

act by every gesture, every word, every look; teachers
who realize that direction is more than suppression and

iS OUR VIEWPOINT
YOUR VIEWPOINT?
@ Although we have all heard before that which
you will read in this article, it is well for us to weigh
it carefully at the beginning of the school year and
consider to what degree we are aiding in developing
the true Christian spirit at the University of Dayton.

that many words do not make holiness and justice;
teachers who know that the student must develop
according to the laws of his being in God’s eternal
love;

teachers

words:

who

heed

the Divine

added to the standard schedule of studies. This view
is often taken by persons who undeniably should have
a better understanding
Dayton really is.

of

what

the

University

of

Were the Catholic school merely the public school

October, 1950

Teacher’s

“Go ye, therefore, teach ye all nations

. . .”;

teachers, in a word, who do their whole duty — preparing the pupil for this life and for the next.

The University of Dayton is an educational institution conducted by the Brothers of Mary (Marianists)
in which the sciences, business, languages and music are
taught pretty much as they are taught in the public
school but where prayer and doctrinal instruction are

Model

—SAMUEL

OUR

COVER

C. Lum.

PICTURE

© Our readers are familiar with the picture of Our
Lady of Fatima. We

are running it as a reminder of

Our Lady’s words that Russia will be converted and
we will have peace if we fulfill her requests to say the

rosary and do penance. October is particularly a time
for the Rosary and we can do penance any time.
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Of Feminine Tuterest.. .
JUST

FOR

© Campus life
earth. The writers
the big talk, shop
which make up the
or suggestions

to its inventive toughness and true art form, jazz has

YOU
is one of the greatest shows on
on the Women’s Page will cover
talk, fashion forecasts and laughs
big campus stories. Any additions

would

be greatly appreciated

by your

editor.
Two new staff members of the Women’s Page are:
Peg Kunka, a sophomore in Arts who is already known
by her numerous contributions to the Exponent, and

Mary Ann Isenecker, Junior Arts transfer student from
Mount St. Joseph, who is well calculated to supply a
bit of wit.
—Mary E. Nac e.

LOST

CHORDS

@ When “Jazz at the Philharmonic” invaded Dayton, a momentous discovery was made — the lost chord
has been found in the “juicy” harmony called JAZZ.

always refused to believe its own obitiuary notices.

Jazz has already played an important part in the
fight for human freedom. It is the music
freedom of individuals and races. Many
has done more for the emancipation of the
any amendment to the Constitution. So

of freedom,
feel that it
Negro than
jazz is here

to stay — possibly longer than South Pacific.
—Mary

STRICTLY

IN

E. Nac te.

STITCHES

@ About now we find ourselves on the third side
of woman’s eternal triangle. The situation is clear-cut
desperation: about a month ago we got that new dress
for the Freshman Welcome. We like these new colorful, slim styles. To complete our costume we needed

new shoes, and what we found were so pretty and
comfortable that the third angle is quite evident.

A bit of concentrated research has uncovered the
fact that the credit for this revolutionary type of music
is due to the Negro slaves imported from Africa. Their

Why not get another dress to match the shoes?
There are so many dances and parties coming up we're
sure to need the dress anyway. Extravagance? No, it

greatest influence was found

through some process of osmosis, French and southern

doesn’t need to be. We have a sewing machine, and
. . . that’s it! We'll make it ourselves. We've heard

folklore were united to the negro influence to give
birth to jazz. The thoroughly exciting jazz trend is
now mushrooming out in all parts of the country.

Betty and Jeanne talking often enough about the clothes
they’ve made. In that junior high sewing course we did
well enough.

in New

Orleans

where

In most jazz sessions one can be assured to hear
the horn a plenty. The tom-tom influence of Africa

We buy a simple pattern and material that isn’t

carries the same expression of present day drummers.

striped or plaid so we have to match. We buy the
thread, zipper, seam tape, and buttons. We forget

These jazz performers are not all musical illiterates,
who quake at the sight of written music. Most of the

something else at the last minute.

better jazzmen not only read music, but quite a few
of them are graduates of music conservatories.
Contrary to popular belief, the jazz audience is
not composed solely of bobby soxers, juvenile delinquents and goateed eccentrics. Many celebrated writers,
painters, and actors follow jazz with more than a
passing interest. ‘The Duke of Windsor is probably
the most cosmopolitan of Duke Ellington’s fans.

Don’t

let anyone

make

you

believe

the

stale

bromide that jazz, dixie-land, or bebop is dying out.
The majority of sober-minded citizens (plus a few
crafty ones with axes to grind, such as writers of love
songs) has been ready, willing, and able to plunge
the knife and bury jazz for these thirty-odd years. Due
Page 18

shoulder pads but they can easily be “borrowed” from
We

want

to have plenty

of time

to make

the

dress look professional, so we set aside one evening
just to cut it out. We allow several days to do little
else than sew, and save time to make final adjustments.

(Who studies? )
We find patience is the best quality of any good
needlewoman. It takes patience-plus to run up a long
“straight” side seam for the fourth time only to look
and find it waggled crooked again and needs (easy
now!) ri-p-p-in-g. Our family requires a certain stamina, too, to watch

us scatter bits of thread

and

pins

across the carpets and up and down stairs between the
sewing machine and iron, the full-length mirror and a
vantage-point for their approval.
The Exponent

On the night of the big date we are gloating over

our handiwork. Not that it’s done! Dad and our date
sit downstairs together for about half an hour while
Mom helps us sew in the hem. They are discussing the
day’s football scores just the third time when we stroll
nonchalantly into the living room in our new, chic,
exclusive style. When we finally rather pointedly ask
the Date if he likes the dress we surprise him by being
strangely bitter as he says, “Yeh, nice. But men never
notice clothes very much anyway.”

Pop
But
Ah,
But

“You

know,

I don’t think those old shoes look

right with the dress I made. I tried on a pair that were
pretty and comfortable, and really, they’d be nice to
have with all the dances and parties coming up . . .”
—Prc

Hours passed, reception clearer,
His eyes were bloodshot and red!
Weeks have passed since that day
When

the T.V. set was new,

Now all goes well with set and sound

And the picture comes clear and true.
The chairs are worn in the living room,

Hardly a household task gets done,
For all eyes are glued on the T.V. set,
The television daze has begun!
—Mary

ARRIVAL

Mom and Pop and junior
Had all awaited the day
For that new fangled invention,
T.V. to come their way.
So it finally arrived,

And was properly installed,
Pop

joyfully turned

ANN ISENECKER.

KunkaA.

PETTICOAT
NEW

got the picture again
happened to the sound?
it came good and clear
made the faces so round?

Junior was ready for bed ,
He’d stared too long at the set

We thus have solved the triangle. What gets the
folks down is the quadrangle, or, if you wish, the square
of opposition, which is prefaced this way at breakfast
some morning:

soon
what
then
what

the switch,

While the others gazed enthralled.
All then took their places
To watch the T.V. show;

At first all went well —
Then Mom complained of “snow.”
“Dear, please fix the set,” said Mom,
“The screen looks like it’s snowing.”
“Aw, turn the station,” said junior,
“T don’t like what it’s showing.”

Pop got up to turn the dial,
And switched to dance and song,

Mom was really pleased with that,
But junior wailed for “Hopalong.”
Soon, all were settled again
In their respective places,
Suddenly, alas and alack —
The screen was devoid of faces!

LANE

© Attention coeds! If ye want to become bonny
lassies in every laddies’ book, have a Highland Fling.
Plaids, plaids, plaids, are the hit news

for this season.

It’s a fact that there are more plaids around, than you

can shake at a Scotchman.
For instance, a basic plaid dress can be forever
smart, forever right for everything from tussling exam
questions to rustling up some after-five fun. Or perhaps
a jaunty jumper with a Scottish lilt would be more to
your liking.
In the date line you'll present a pulse-pounding
picture in a gay, plaid, taffeta evening gown. At dinner
date time you will be distinctively a dazzler in a dress
combining a black velyet bodice with a full circle
plaid skirt.
The authentic tartans are just as soft as the Scottish
mists. All around campus favorites are the multi-hued
tartan jackets, skirts complete with fringe, and trews
(slacks) which are designed to keep the skeletons out
of your closet.
Every freshman must have Mouton fur plaid
ensemble in her wardrobe. This includes a plaid-lined
Mouton fur coat with plaid vest, skirt, and cloche to

match.
Since it’s the wee things that count, add a plaid
starchy collar to a solid colored sweater. Accessories also
(Continued

on Page

22)

“Dear, what’s wrong this time?” asked Mom,

“Can’t you turn it back on?”
“Dad, do something quick!” piped junior,
But poor Pop’s patience was gone.
October, 1950

LM

LLL
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BELATED

to vomit.

TRIBUTE

(Continued from

Page 4)

cumstances, I never heard one word
of filth from his mouth. To the un-

initiated this may not seem unusual.
To those who

“have been around,”

it is a unique tribute.
A

devout

Catholic,

Gil

never

missed Sunday Mass when it was
available. He had great devotion to
the Blessed Virgin and always wore

a scapular medal. The Blessed Mother certainly protected him and she
looked

after

that

Finally a search

located them

scapular

medal,

too.

One time we were helping beach
one of our big flying boats. Stripped

to the waist and knee-deep in the
surf, several of us were tugging on
a large hawser attached to the tail
of the plane. The chain on Gil’s
medal broke and a wave quickly
carried it away. But the next wave
brought it back.
Despite his evident “goodness,”
Gil did not seem to be driven by
the religious fervor that leads many
men to lead good lives. He seldom

talked about religion, even to close
friends. He was not detached from

to be sunk, with most of the crew’s

gear aboard.

mallow;

so damaged by that time that it had

Down at sea in a flying boat
would have been quite an adventure
to the average man, but Gil passed
it off as “one of those things.”
When questioned, he related the
essential facts, omitting any mention of his part in the action. Other
crew members told about it later.

Such reticence would have seemed
unnatural in anyone but Gil.
In our modern, hard-boiled world,
we often seem loathe to pay homage to a man’s character while he is
still living. We praise him for his
abilities, for his achievements, even
for

the

non-essentials,

Hall. But almost invariably I find
myself settling for that beer-inspired
tribute of Fogarty’s:
“Shay, Gil, you’re a real man.”

ed the proper balance, never letting
the

A less self-centered man would
have been hard to find. He never

let rank go to his head, and even
when the rest of us passed the work
details on to the seamen, Gil would

step in and do his part right along
with the newest boot.
One time his plane was lost in
the gathering darkness after a long
patrol in the Solomons and had to
land in the open sea near enemy
territory. For over eighteen hours
the huge flying boat was tossed on
the giant waves, like a match-stick in
a rainstorm.

The

crew were so sea-sick that

they could hardly keep the water
bailed out of the plane. But Gil
stood by his radio, trying to get a
message through, though staggering
to the open hatch every few minutes
Page 20

seldom

Many times I’ve tried to think of
a phrase that would characterize Gil

(Continued

out

but

do we express public admiration for
his virtues.

DANNY

crowd

pink blouse, white hat — just like
the picture book. He held a tray of
the most delicicus food — hot dogs
with lots of mustard; a large bow] of
pink ice-cream floating in marsh-

sent to the rescue. The plane was

earthly things. On the contrary, he
took great pleasure in many of life’s
frivolities. Still and all, he maintainthe minor things
basic truths.

plane

and a destroyer was

eo
from

e

e@

Page

4)

out his tousled head to see who was
winning.
Finally, silence reigned. A hand
gently raised the lid, and behold,

Captain Kidd, himself, lifted Danny
out of the chest and led him into the
mess room. Danny spied a cot just
his size, but he could not sleep. He
was too filled with the excitement of
the battle that had just ensued. In
spite of Danny’s attempts to sleep,
his consciousness was penetrated by
the tantalizing aroma of cooking
meat. “Thank heavens there was no
spinach cooking — that awful stuff
Mom keeps feeding me — says it is
to make my bones strong. Now,

darnammit, how can a slimy green
stuff like spinach make me strong;

but enough of that.”
Finally, the door of the cabin
opened and Captain Kidd stood
there in all his finery. Blue pants,

two

glasses

of

lemonade;

and a huge bag of popcorn. “Boy, oh
boy, Captain Kidd really knows what
little boys like, he sure does!”

Suddenly the food disappeared.
Captain Kidd walked out and softly

closed the door. ‘The outline of the
room became dim as a form appeared over him. Danny rubbed his
sleepy eyes and looked up to hear,
“Danny, honey, it’s supper time and
Daddy will be home soon. Come,
now, hurry up and wash your

hands.”

QUEEN OF PEACE
(Continued from

Page

8)

battle-array.” Mothers never know
inactivity, never have idle hands.

The Mother of God least of all. For
thirty-three years she took care of
Jesus. That

required

fortitude not

only in facing the enemies of His
infancy, but especially in standing
on Calvary to bear testimony to the

world. Sorrows bore down upon her,
but they could never harm her peace
of soul, for she was the mother of
the Prince of Peace, she was the

spouse of the Holy Ghost, whose
fruit in the soul is essentially Peace.

Mary had her work to do on earth
in establishing the Kingdom of
Peace. God willed that the Incarnation depended upon her free consent. However,

her work is not fin-

ished by her Assumption into heaven. She was not relegated to a seat
of bliss, however glorious.

Mothers are never idle. Two outstanding examples are Lepanto and
Vienna where she brought peace to
a civilization that was threatened
with annihilation.
Ever since the victory at Lepanto

in 1571, the name of Our Lady and
devotion, especially through the Rosary, have been the war cry of Christian civilization. Catholics were in
terror. It looked as if they were to
be destroyed from the face of the
earth by the Turks, who were sweepThe Exponent

ing all before them. At this time,
there was at the head of the Church
a great saint, Pius V, who had an
unceasing devotion to the Mother
of God. He fasted and prayed, and

got his people to fast and pray. The
fight of the Catholic forces was
against all odds, but what could the
enemies of God do when they were
facing her, “terrible as an army in

battle-array?” She indeed won the
victory as her people were having
processions in supplication to her.
Peace through Mary! That is the
prayer which the church says on the
Feast of Our Lady of Mount Carmel — “Most noble Queen of the
World, Mary ever Virgin, intercede
for our peace and salvation.” She
who has always been the olive
branch, she who brought into the
world the Prince of Peace, will not

forget the world now. The Vicar
of Christ knew the need of her help
when he besought us to invoke her

as “Queen of Peace.” She brought
peace

then,

certainly;

she will re-

store peace again if we beseech her.
“Blessed are the peacemakers” —
“Blessed art thou amongst women.”
The world has not, as yet, learned
its lesson. We still take the sword,

forgetting that they who take the
sword shall perish by the sword. Still
the words of Christ are reproaching

us —

“if thou

hadst known

the

things that are to thy peace.”
Foremost,

we

will

cleanse

our

souls of sin, which is the only obstacle to peace. “Mary” is the first
invocation of our Litany; “Queen of
Peace” is the last. They are both the
same

—

“Our

Life, Our

Sweetness

and Our Hope,” and eternal peace in
the Kingdom of Peace, with the

Prince of Peace and the Queen of
Peace.

°

®

@

FROM THE
HORSE’S MOUTH
(Continued

from

Page

11)

to her companions and left the way
trek back to Texas.
Ham called all the papers but not

even send a reporter
all knew that horses

October, 1950

I always felt the same way about
it;

even

after

Ham

told

me

the

whole thing, I still didn’t think
horses could talk. But now I’m a
little doubtful. I read in last night’s
paper that Pravda claimed that the
Russians were the first ones to teach
horses to talk and that if Americans
say they were first, it is just capitalistic propaganda.

a
THE

BIG

ei
MATCH

(Continued from

Page

12)

But then it happened, Dick fell
apart at the seams and I won the
next two points from errors committed on his forehand side. Score!
—Point. Game, set, and match!!! !
Over the radio and public address
system I made the following speech,
“To all my friends and followers

and especially to my opponent for
this match, I would like to make the

following announcement:

I am re-

tiring from active participation in
tournaments and tours. At thirty, I

am getting too old to stand up to
such mayhem as this man can give
out. He is a great tennis player and

a fine gentleman. It is nice to go
out A CHAMP, and I hope to
see each and everyone of you at the
World’s Pro Clay Court Champion-

ship Matches
southland.

in the

ever

sunny

TEXAN

VIEW

(Continued

from

Page

10)

This then is perhaps a sketch of a
Texan’s view on the Yankee view.
As

for the tall tales, what

Yankee

can judge their validity?

Passing now to a more hypothetical consideration, let me make note
of a paradise of information that has

not yet come into the Yankee panorama.
Years ago Texas won its own independence and was an established
Republic for a number of years until
entering the Union. The Texans, as
much as anyone else, have the spirit
of 76 — that spirit which breathes

independence and animates freedom. This is perhaps significant of
the fact that the Texans did not stop
fighting the Civil War until one
month
after General
Lee sur-

rendered.
The

Lone

any doubt,

Star State is, beyond

extremely rich in oil,

cattle and land. Being somewhat specific, the soil in the Red River Val-

ley region is so fertile that chickens
must eat corn on the fly or else eat
it off the stalk.
Finally, it is rumored that Mexico
could gain the victory in the event
of another war with the United
States,

provided,

of

course,

that

Texas would remain neutral in any
such conflict.

I'll be just a spectator,

then — I thank you.”
As I walked off the court into the
dressing room a few tears came into
my eyes. It was over. The crowds,
the handshakes,

the

cups,

the

tro-

phies, the prize money. “But why

cry?” I said to myself. It’s better this
way. — Well, maybe
*

they came, presumably on the long

one would
since they

couldn’t talk. So if you haven’t seen
the story of the talking horse in your
paper, blame your editor for not
following up a good story.

*

*

But somehow I just couldn’t quit
and the Press carried the following
story: “January 23, St. Augustine,
Florida. The finals of the World’s
Pro Clay Court Tournament will
take place today.” The finalists—

KAMPUS

KUTUPS

(Continued from

Page

24)

time coaching reserves for Chaminade’s Fuzzy Faust.—Already hints
of things to come are in the air
about Homecoming—Flyers Hangar
have put up a sister combination
which sounds pretty good, and Monogram are going along with Barbara
Sacksteder and Jane Fisher. Joyce
Rhodes and Katie Maroglou are the

choices of the engineers backed up
by the Players.

Dick and I, Big Jack. All over? Heck
no! Just starting. Well, it’s a new

keep kutting up and we'll keep our

year isn’t it?

eyes on you! See ya.

We've

gotta

end

this thing—so
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STROLLING

THE

CAMPUS

...

Anybody notice all those new faces around? Whew!

.

Makes an upperclassman feel like a stranger. Yep, those

The year’s at the fall,
The students all mourn,
Morning’s at seven,
(They all waken then)
Sleep is disturbed,
All are perturbed,
The professors are ready,
School’s started again.
(Apologies

freshmen have invaded us again.

No sooner will we

get to know them than it'll be time for a new batch

to crop up. Don’t let this get you down, kids. We're
glad to have you visit for a spell — four years to be exact.
You can relax now.

It’ll be another month before

you'll have to put up with this again. Adoo!

to Tennyson)

—TuLA

@ Well, well, this old campus “ain’t what she used
to be,” as the saying goes. It’s constantly changing

VARDALIDES.

from year to year. Some kind of new improvement is
always going on, only we don’t seem to notice it unless

we've been away for some time. Returning from three

ORIENTATION

gruelling months of FULL-time work it’s a relief to loll
in a comfortable (ouch) armchair and pleasantly daydream as the professor drones on. Of course there must
be an open book on the arm of the chair if only to keep
in balance while gazing at the ceiling — one of those
big ones that you never take home anyway is preferable.

You can always tell a SENIOR by her glazed and glassy

Getting back to changes, the library looks “mighty
purty” with those newly painted walls; but, of course,
the Fieldhouse takes the cake. Since no one is allowed
to walk on

the floor with shoes on, Punchy

her hair,
You can always tell a SOPHOMORE by her soft and
gentle touch,
You can always tell a FRESHMAN but you sure can’t

tell her much.

Mayer

had to dig up some canvas to use for assemblies. Aww,
Punchy,
argyles.

stare,

You can always tell a JUNIOR by the way she combs

what a perfect chance to show off our new

Another change that you “oldies” have probably
noticed is the S.U.B. — Student Union Building to
frosh. It’s much cosier now with the new low ceiling

and fresh paint job. Only trouble is getting past those
consarned ash cans. “No,” groans a limping Hilltopper
as he painfully limps to class, “I’m not going out for

football. I just tried to get through the S.U.B. (Senously though, Mrs. Sears, those ash cans are a good idea.

BEING

A

FRESHMAN

@ About now the freshmen are beginning to “get
used” to their new surroundings and we are beginning
to “get used” to the freshmen. The newness is wearing

off and the old routine has started up again.

Soon

they'll be an indispensable part of campus life.
Remember your
Everything was new
“lost” feeling you had
one has gone through

first
and
in a
such

few weeks on the Hilltop?
different. Remember that
sea of strange faces? Everyan experience several times

What’re a few broken knee-caps now and then?)

in his life. We

Of course, then, there’s football. The team is one
other of the changes — this one for the better, too, we

a pitiful sight wandering around a strange campus look-

“freshman.” The well-established high school senior is

hope. Those new red and white uniforms with the
Buck Rogers helmets look like what the well-dressed
man of 2000 B.C. might wear. Watching a practice
session one learns a thing or two about football. First,
the team is divided into two parts — the linemen and
the backs.

the linemen

The backs throw the ball to and fro, while

throw each other to and fro.

Secondly,

blocking is divided into two parts: the shoulder block
or “you look like a pig, act like one,” and the body
block, or “run up to the man as if you were going to
shake his hand, and hit him ‘gently’ as you can.” This

is what one learns from watching a scrimmage.
us proceed.
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never escape the stigma of being a

Let

ing for his class room. The older, more confident
college graduate going out to make his mark upon the
world goes through the same experience again.
It is in times like these that we realize how insignificant we really are in the eyes of man. It takes time

to get over being a “freshman” in a certain field, but
there are always other fields to enter and the ordeal of
being a “green freshman” to go through all over again.

So it goes — through the years man realizes that
there is no disgrace to being a “freshman” as well as
no escape from being one.
—TuLa VARDILIDES.
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THE

ANGELS

(Continued

Town

from

SING
Page

PETTICOAT
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(Continued from

fame, and a possessor of a

gloves.

All should be aware of the passionate loyalty that
the gaudy plaid patterns can call forth to the Scot. The

All this and heaven too, are yours
for a song. How? By joining the
U.D. Mixed Chorus which meets
at 1:30 on Monday, Wednesday and
Friday afternoons in the music

colors of the tartans were originally taken from the
browns, whites, greens, reds, blues and golds of the
highland hills. Gradually each clan adopted distinctive

plaids.

room. Mr. Nelson Harper will be

Scottish history points out that the clans of

the McLeods and the MacDonalds had as much trouble
as the Martins and the Coys.

glad to welcome you, no auditions,
no questions asked, no strings at-

tached.

It might be noted that your favorite tartan may
not be an authentic plaid, for when the modern world

PATRICK’S

BIRTHDAY

(Continued from

Page

must

never

was attracted by the beauty and solid value of Scottish
tartans, manufacturers began to create new and purely

13)

know

original designs.
of

his

un-

Always remember that a little plaid goes a long
way. Let the tartans provide a touch rather than a
riot of color.

happiness.
He turned the knob slowly and
softly and gently pushed open the
door. His eyes immediately rested on
the table in the middle of the room.
There on the table was a cake, not
a large one, but just the size for two

—Mary

You

over in the chair and her head rest-

a ball

of his

own,

only those which he had found in
the streets.
He closed the door and walking
into the room he took off his gloves

CO) FRANCE

ever before and the warmth in his

LD

0

expression on his mother’s face. How
tired she was! She had been waiting

with the ‘‘Institute of University
Studies Abroad.’’ And you’ll have a
chance to learn at first-hand the new
concept of air-age geography ...traveling by luxurious TWA Skyliner. Remember, half your time will be devoted to touring Europe and the other half
in residence study as indicated below.

Toulouse (at Nice)

0)

SPAIN

Madrid

and

Study at various universities

Barcelona

0 ITALY Florence and Siena
(1) GENERAL EUROPEAN Study and Travel Tours

and was not able to stay

awake. He had felt like crying the

October, 1950

all-expense,

University of Geneva
University of Zurich, School for European Studies
University of Lausanne
Fribourg Catholic University
(Paris) [ Lille (at Boulogne-sur-Mer) or

0) AUSTRIA University of Salzburg
0 BRITISH ISLES AND IRELAND

heart filled his whole body. He stood
looking at the table and at the weary

INDIA “India and Problems of the Orient,” including Cairo visit,
tour leaving in January, 1951.

a 6-week

Across the US. and overseas...

=
John H. Furbay,
-----

that life was not as he thought it
to be.

[()
0)
O
0)
Sorbonne

0) SWITZERLAND

The room now seemed warmer than

be happy. He knew, all of a sudden,

an

Look at this list of study-tours being planned for next summer (from
four to nine weeks abroad), and check the ones that interest you:

and coat and laid them on the bed.

whole day, but now for the first time
in a long while he wanted to laugh
and shout his joy. It was his birthday and he had a mother who did
not forget and who wanted him to

full credits on

Now’s the time to start planning for
one of the most interesting and profitable summers you’ve ever spent...
sightseeing and studying in Europe
while you earn full university credits.
Again in 1951, TWA will participate
in the tours that proved so popular for
the past two years ...in cooperation

sleep was sound. Upon her lap lay
a coat, and a pair of gloves and on
the floor was a ball. Until now he
had

can earn

university-sponsored study tour via TWA

ing on her arms. Her breathing was
deep and Patrick could tell that her

never

E. NAc e.

LIKE TO STUDY ABROAD NEXT SUMMER?

people. Next to it rested the head
of his mother, her body slouched

for him

19)

There are even matching plaid berets, shoes, purses and

seldom known of a boy who could
sing and loved to sing who turned
out bad.”

had

Page

include, plaid, pleated, wool cummerbunds,
fullbloomed plaid roses, and bonny tartan ties. Hoot mon!

deep faith in the therapeutic value
of music, once declared, “I have

she

LANE

you can depend on I

fd

Ph.D., Director TWA Air World Education Service,
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80 East 42nd St., New York 17, N. Y.
Please put me on your list to receive detailed information about study
tours via TWA indicated above, to be sent as soon as available.
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WANPUSD NUTFURS
A brand new year
and brand new scoops
writ here for you
from the pens of ...

Ratterman
oops!

...can’t tell, takes all the fun out

of finding out what you coeds and
wheels are doing outside those seventeen hours or so in class which
take all the fun out of school. —

September (in the rain) is gone,
but while it lasted it was a busy
month, with the football squad and

the Alumni getting things off to a
grand start just a week after we came

back. Helping the grads celebrate
the Youngstown victory at the Gridiron Dance that night were Toey
Oldiges and Bill Saelzer, Spike

Stachler and Mary, Bucky Weaver
and Rosie McAvoy.—Seen_ talking
over old times were John Kelly and
Vera (Exponent staff of last year).
Incidentally, John, what strange fascination does old hilltop hold for
you?—Also

joining

the

fun

Marilyn Hauer and Bill Crotty,
Bernie Hoge was there showing
head frosh Shirley Gehring how
collegiates polka.—By the way,

were

and
redthe
glad

to see that the Charleston is finally
catching on out here.—
Same place a week later an invasion of new talent means — “Freshman Welcome” — and welcomed
they were! (how about an Alumni
Welcome, by the way?) Upper classmen seemed pretty much in the
minority but a few were sighted here
and there (without much trouble).
Oldsters were “Political Punch” and
Frannie, Larry Hackett
(welcome
back, Larry!) and Patty Radican,
Bob Janning and Evelyn, Johnny
Kolb and Betty from Julienne. Don
Cosgrove and Twitch Roll made an
appearance to prove that Hangar
dances aren’t the only ones they go
to. Joan Batsche and Bill Enouen

made a cute couple.—Noticeably absent
the
were
and

were the athletes vacationing in
Alleghenies.—Guests of honor
the frosh, especially their King
Queen —Tony Bardo and Pat
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who

gave

the

affair

a

touch of royalty.—
Here’s a tip, guys and gals,
your eyes open for those other
candidates—to mention a few:
Maroglou, Mary Burke, Mary
Ganther,

Barbara

berger, Tom
Garry.

Bores,

keep
frosh
Katie
Ellen

Don

Ditzell and

Ach-

Bill Mc-

Who says U.D. doesn’t have a
date bureau? Was it social con-

science or ticket money that prompted Marilyn Catron to pair off
the frosh class? Seemed to
pretty well, tho,—hard work
made her tall enuf to dance

half
work
even
with

tall fellas —Has anyone noticed Pete
Boyle’s bulging pocket? Could it be

the $35.00 won at St. E’s Dance.
Incidentally, Pete, we didn’t know
you were

a pro.—Wouldn’t

advise

anyone who is inexperienced to play
cards with Marlene Fischer and
Johnny Callahan—by this time they
know all the tricks in more games
than one! !—Annie Utz and Mike
Smith are still seen hitting all the
high spots. Which spot will replace

the Cypress

for them

is the $64

question.—“‘Stormy Weather” seems
to be the theme song of late for Bill
Hallerman, Jack Donovan, Jim Tieman,

and

Gene

week

end

at Detroit

Mauch.

Was

really

the

senti-

mental, fellows? ???—Besides
our
welcome to the Freshmen, we also

say a special “Hello” to transfers—
Helen Forrest, Shirley Borgoise,
Mary Ann Isenecker, Julie Pflaum,
Marilyn Coppess, Earl Schnieder,
Bill Carrington,

Lee Butler, and all

ation.—Hey, what kind of classes is

Ed Clemens conducting over there
in J 314? And the girl who strolled
casually in for class says she was

looking

for St. Marys!—Overhead

Schu Montgomery sadly reflect that
an awful lot of girls have rings out
here this fall . . . well, Schu, look
around, there are still quite a few
empty third fingers attached to some
cute coeds. . . . By the way, you
must have noticed the heavy hands

on Patty Stonebarger, Barbara Yox,
Nancy

Niswonger,

Judy

Hartnett,

Barbara Sacksteder, Celeste McMul-

len . . . we could go on forever!—

Good News all ye coeds—(not the
movie, either! )—Bobby Recker and

Joe Young both Sophs from St.
Joe’s are free as birds—and both
swell guys.—Heard

that a vim and

vigor filled group of frosh staged
campaigns for class officers, no less.
Didn’t know you youngsters took it
so seriously. Jacque McConnhea,
Rosie Ebbing, Kathy Girard, Ray
Bedwell, Jerry Murray and the rest
of them really planned Big Things.

—Been seein’ lots of Wilda Billett
and Jerry Moore—together, that is.
Everybody heaved a sigh of relief
when the Kentucky excursion went.
Just dying to see if that grass is
really blue — quite a few of U.D.ers
went along for the ride. Sighted in
the student section were: Ginny
Mac, Pauline Spring, Char Hilgeford, Patty Sherman, Danny Ferrazza, Bob Linden, Dave Smith, Jer-

ry Baujan, and lots more. And then
some people made a week-end of it

the rest of you whom we will be
spotting from time to time (and we
do mean spotting!)—Notice that
Dick Witt came all the way back
from New York to continue studies
at U.D. The campus must hold

—Pauline Kelly, Patty Stonebarger,

memories .. . or is it the campus?

Barney, and Joe Malloy.

Seems Jim Cosimati is reversing
the process with “sweet smelling let-

Like ya to look up John Gill and
Jack Nolting—both terrific frosh.—
Jack Cochran. spends his outside

ters,” sending

we

mean,

instead

of

getting *"em—must be some explan-

and Cashie said they wanted to see
the U.K. campus, but we think the
U.D. squad had something to do
with it—somebody had to take care
of their “third” of the team—Killer,

(Continued

on Page
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Campus Interviews on Cigarette Tests

Number 2...THE FLICKER

D ont think our neat-pleated friend with
the drape-shape doesn’t know the score!
. He’s plenty hep to all those tricky cigarette
tests! If you’re in the groove, they’re not
fooling you, either. You know, from
your own smoking experience, that
just one puff of this brand...then one
puff of that brand isn’t going to give
you the answer you want. What can
you possibly tell by a quick inhale and

More People Smoke Camels
than

any other cigarette!

SS

The sensible test — the one that gives”
you the proper answer—isa day-after-day,
pack-after-pack tryout for 30 days. It’s the
Camel 30-Day Mildness Test! You judge
Camels for 30 days in your own “T-Zone”
(T for Throat, T for Taste)—the real proving
ground for a cigarette. Once youve tested Camels
as a steady smoke, you'll know why...

QSRAWNant.

exhale, a whiff or a sniff?

